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These eighteen months of purgatory- were the culmination
of Anthony Trollope's innocent suffering. He was to know
other times of loneliness and danger, but he was never again
to be so helpless in the grip of circumstance. When he left
Harrow finally in 1834, his schooling had lasted for twelve
whole years. Yet it may truthfully be said that he had no real
education at all, save in the hazardous school of undeserved
adversity.
It would be hard to parallel this record of wasted effort and
useless suffering. No doubt the boy was difficult. A boy who
did not grow sullen under such treatment and evade wherever
evasion was possible, would not be human. Surely for
Anthony's own shortcomings during those twelve miserable
years, every excuse which may be needed can be found? What
effeft on a boy's after-life might not that so-called "education"
have produced? Almost any degree of tragedy would be
explicable. Yet there was no tragedy, nor even semi-failure.
The lad built his own life more securely than do moSt of those
for whom foundations have been lovingly and soundly laid.
He built it of his own courage and his own industry. And
therein lies the real greatness of the man, seeing that his many
books are but expressions of himself and that the personality
behind them was of his own fashioning.
"There ain't nowt a man can't bear if he'll only be dogged/*
says old Giles Hoggett to Mr. Crawley in The Latf Chronicle
ofBarset. "It's dogged as does it. It ain't thinking about it."